CALIFORNIAN SUMMER

enclosed ambitious, their nun-like glance told every passer-
by that they lived for art alone.
So again by way of a burning Arizona and sweltering
Chicago to New York, and thence to Darien in Connecticut,
where by day the eye could range over a landscape like that
of Kent or Dorset, but the August night, so still in our
English counties, was enriched by the symphony of the New
England insect world. They sing so much in these parts, a
naturalist tried to tell me, because they are more bent on
reproduction than insects elsewhere ; but he admitted never
having personally known an English cricket. It is just that
the nights are warmer. On one of them I was taken to visit
Lawrence Langner's playhouse at Westport, one of the first
professional out-of-town theatres for the summer season;
and from this visit came the project of a tour of The Man
with a Load of Mischief with Jane Cowl, realized during the
following autumn. I sailed for Europe on the same ten-day
boat that had brought me four months earlier to America.
From the time of this Californian summer and the home-
ward voyage there began for me a life of other journeys
than those of theatre, closely bound though they often
were ; of meetings and partings in which liner, airfield,
station, and again harbour, quay and plane or car alongside
were to draw suddenly year by year to some place or scene
a focus of utterly personal interest, joyous or bitter, that is
not to be shared by more than two people though it is
understood by all who have been locked in a close relation
of mind and body, and know such a bond to be as incom-
municable in inward nature as it must be secret in outward
necessity.
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